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her that my job was only to report on the war and not
to take part in the killing. Then an idea occurred to me.
From the jeep I produced the tin box in which we
carried the sandwiches. I offered them to her, but she
recoiled. She said something in Italian in which the
only word I could understand was "Inglesi."
In my pigeon Italian I said, "Me non Ingleti. me
Indiana."
"Indiana?" she asked.
"Prego" I said and offered the sandwiches again.
"Indiano?" she asked a second time and looked at my
jeep driver for confirmation.
"Si, si," the jeep driver said. "Indiana, amicn"
"Si, si/' the old girl said smilingly. She stretched out
her hand, took the sandwiches and said, "Molto grazia"
and was gone.
Our soldiers were part of the same army that overran
Italy and were as much responsible for the defeat of
the Italians as those of Britain and America, but the
common people of Italy regarded the Indians as un-
guilty of the desolation and the destruction of their
country.
An Italian journalist said to me, "Your men fought
without having any personal motive in our destruc-
tion. Indians have no desire of exploiting their victory
over us. They are nothing more than professional sol-
diers." Then he said, "Tell me, how is it that these
men fight so well for the British who deny them their
freedom?"
It was a question I found difficult to answer. I re-
plied jokingly, "I guess they fight for two square meals
a day/1
"Men don't fight like that for a plateful of rice and
potage" he said.